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that to see the greatest tragedies of Marlowe, Jonson or
Webster, or the comedies of Congreve and Farquhar, is an
experience to be valued throughout a lifetime. So in fact
it proved to be ; and those Sunday evenings with the old
masters of dramatic poetry, presented in a simple convertible
set and pkyed by our best Shakespearean artists, were land-
marks of the after-war years.
It was harder to make a way on the English stage for new
European drama, which had been the special function of the
Stage Society for twenty years. Still harder, of course,
when the play bore the name of one of the German or
Russian expressionists. I offered Kaiser's From Mom to
Midnight to the Society within six months of the Armistice,
and managed to get it performed within a year ; but not
until several West End theatres had been refused for the
performance of a German play, and some members of the
cast (though not Edith Evans) had thrown up their parts
for the same reason. In episodic form, the drama follows
the adventures of a bank cashier who falls under the spell of
a lady client " rustling in furs and silk" at his counter,
embezzles money in the hope of possessing her, is indignantly
repulsed by her as the virtuous mother of a grown-up son,
and thereafter wanders through the city pleasure-seeking,
casting his cash to the winds in mingled disillusionment and
exaltation, until finally he is brought to a Salvation Army
meeting where all are exalted and all disillusioned with the
things of this world, and shoots himself there. This modern
morality has a throng of nameless characters, vivid flashes of
action, and a twist of heavy satire. The English production
was reviewed as a regrettable breach of taste, although it was